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An Excursion 

But land mists, shot with silvery beams, 

And azure of the night 
Awhile have veiled it, ere it gleams 

In its own chalky white. 

O breeze, that wistest living things 
• So swiftly and so well ! 
Naught hast thou in thy whisperings 
Of yon great hill to tell ? 

When quivering died the sunset flames 

Downward, thou earnest so 
To fan the rushes of the Thames 

A thousand years ago. 

Ah ! thou art weak, and hidden there 

Lie memories of death. 
Of beacon fires, and battle blare. 

Too clamorous for thy breath. 

One comes — her brows are gemmed with light- 

Who is she, whose strong car 
Shall on the storied slopes to-night 

Climb where the ancients are ? 
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An. Excursion 

Not History : she cannot move 

A mistress on that way. 
Not Fancy : for, content to rove, 

She drives her steeds astray. 

But one she is who fares full well 

With second-sighted eyes ; 
Casts on the path her rainbow light, 

Yet sees realities. 

Men call her, if a name be aught. 

Imagination now : 
Yet once no other Pindar brought 

To Castaly's green brow. 

Forward o'er lea and stream and wood ! 

Her lightning-pac6d steeds 
Shall show where British Muses stood, 

And legends turned to deeds. 

Already on the darkened wold ! 

Just hushed, o'er yonder plain, 
A thousand springs now backward rolled, 

The war-cry of the Dane ! 
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An Excursion 

How thick and far the woodlands lie. 
How their dark fringes creep, 

Black-crested waves of greenery, 
To hollows of this steep ! 

Yet here and there a Saxon light 

Is glimmering on the fell, 
Where some rude-timbered tower in sight 

Has stilled its vesper bell ; 

There, freed at last by Alfred's bond. 

The carl is on his bed ; 
There, Alfred's holy horn-book conned. 

Rests many a flaxen head. 

Young spirits resolute to pore 

O'er lessons on that page 
Which deeper sink than all the lore 

Taught in this newer age. 

And haply, too, their sleeping sire 
Hath hands that grasp the plough, 

The scythe, the flail, with cheerier fire 
Than hands which grasp them now. 



An Excursion 

" Thou art not here to moralize 

On good that is or was ; 
But turn and read, with opened eyes, 

This record on the grass." 

So spake my Guide, and ill restrained 
Her steeds, impatient still : 

Her sister witch had sudden rained 
A glory o'er the hill. 

And lo ! a horse, in outline pale 

Against the western slope. 
Spreads a vast flank and world of tail, 

And upward to the cope 

Rears an outlandish neck or mane, 
And head of artless round ; 

And prancing seems to paw the inane 
Above a gulf profound. 

Where the west sides in channels deep 
And swathes abrupt descend, 

And the green pillars of the steep 
In clustered darkness end. 



An Excursion 

But lo ! to northward, where it turns 

A gentler slope again, 
With hinder feet the monster spurns 

A little thorn-set plain ; 

And, where the bushes thickest are, 

White with its chalky seams 
And gashed with many a moonlit scar, 

A hillock ghost-like gleams : 

Pendragon's hill, the mound of kings ! 

What bones of Britain's best, 
What names that woke the bardic strings. 

In its dim chambers rest ! 

And springing from the ancient tomb 

The horse yet seems to stay. 
As angel over catacomb, 

To bear some soul away. 

O let not prying History come 

To tear that mystic horse 
From its own place and proper home 

By Arthur's royal corse. 



An Excursion 

Where dying in the ranks of war 

He shed the Saxon blood. 
Avalon surely is not fEtr, 

Nor far its ambient flood. 

To-night at Wantage Alfred sleeps 

After his long day's toil ; 
His draughtsmen never on these steeps 

For trophy trenched the soil. 

His victory rang away to east, 

Beyond yon hazy hill : 
And since this giant first was cast 

Tis three fierce centuries still. 



" Wilt thou, then, measure hence," she says 
(My Guide, who reins the car), 

*' One more millennial of days. 
Now thou hast fared so far ? 

" Thine ears shall drink the harpers* dirge 

O'er Arthur's funeral. 
Forward ! Four scarlet legions surge 

At dawn through yonder val : 
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An Excursion 

" Their blazing camp-fires brown the sward 

And solitary firs 
Of cromlech groves, which seer nor bard. 

Naught but the night breeze stirs. 

" They march to the rebellious Usk, 

Their moving column dread 
Shall scare the bosky plains till dusk 

With clangours of their tread. 

" Forward ! For me 'tis e'er the same, 

To reach the founts of time. 
I'll show thee forms, ere Julius came. 

Gay in a misty clime : 

And white-robed gazers on the stars 

Fix days of fight and fate ; 
And warriors blue and scjrthdd cars 

Pour through yon grassy gate. 

" Forward ; e'en yet another race. 

Another garb is now : 
Two mount, midsummer morn, to face 

The orient crimson glow ; 



An Excursion c 

" To hail their god in all his power : 

They know their calendar. 
Tis graven on the stones which tower 

On that strange plain afar 

" Where flinty portals ever span 

The changeless solstices. 
And all the circling cloisters scan 

Heaven's starry mysteries. 

" E'en now the flame-robed priesthoods sweep 

Down that well-meted way 
Which points where on the verge shall peep 

The golden eye of Day." 

" Ah, Lady ! leave me," I replied ; 

" With undistracted gaze 
Let others quickened at thy side 

See sights of dateless days : 

" But let me on this hill of death. 

Though sweet its dirges call, 
Think Alfred's England lies beneath 

And see that acorn fall 



lo An Excursion 

" From his strong hand, which steadfast grew 

Amidst a stormful world, 
The oak whose leaves and giant thew 

A thousand springs unfurled. 

" See ! on his woods the night-wind dies. 

The tides of twilight creep, 
And rings of curling azure rise 

From all the dusky deep. 

" Already o'er his Oxenford 

Day in thin radiant fires 
Is bringing heaven's revealing word 

To light his five dark shires. 

" And where to northward all the vale 

To yon dark edge is rolled. 
The beechland tops e'en now are pale, 

Tipped with the herald gold : 

** And from his guardian stream uplifts 

The darkness fast, to tell 
Where weirs are murmuring, and down drifts 

The loaded coracle. 



An Excursion 1 1 

" Tis morn." Nor blanched she at the sight. 

Nor hailed her inward eye 
That broad sun less than mystic night 

And moon's soft witchery. 

And now she showed, as something loved, 

All the long Saxon day 
And toil which the slow oxen moved. 

Or in the woodland lay. 

But chiefly beyond Cumnor hirst, 

Where Frideswide's belfries ring 
And some meek scholars quench their thirst 

At learning's baby spring ; 

Where Ina's cod6, and lore of Bede 

Light up their later age ; 
And all the former things they read 

On God's more cherished page ; 

And still for them fierce echoes come 

From Mercia's conscious hills ; 
And sainted Edmund's martyrdom 

The living memory fills ; 



Of lore, with love's sweet smile, 
Than, with faith's heart all turned to 
Stalled ox and sugar'd pile. 

Better their oaken chantries dim. 
With storm-stained horny pane, 

Than spires and pictured seraphim 
In creedless college fane. 

Then, as to pluck some pearl again 
From Time's far ocean deep, 

Her wand swept o'er the Benoc's pla 
And woke from secular sleep 

Some day of glory — not that rang 
(I asked her not for these) 

With deeds of battle ; but that sang 
The ancient Pascal peace, 



An Excursion 13 

When all the dark fritillaries flash 

On Isis' breathing sides 
In balmier light : and where the ash 

And mossy copse-floor hides 

The tormentil's rathe tiny head, 

Creeps Heaven's unstinted gold : 
*' So on the poor God's wage," she said, 

" Pours after Winter's cold." 

" Their wage !" I said. " Yes ! thou couldst draw. 

And, Lady, thou alone. 
Their annals thence : though never law. 

Nor e'er one carven stone, 

" Nor tomb, nor rude memorial 

Knew them, nor civic change 
Writ on the hall or castle wall. 

Or keep or moated grange, 

" Their wages still the tale could tell. 

And figures touched by thee 
Would make no barren chronicle. 

But living pageant be. 
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*' Oh, show how slavedj how fared those hands 

Which lopped each ashen glade ; 
Or tamed yon ragwort-breeding lands. 

And all an Eden made/' 




" Alas ! thou askest to thy grief/* 

She said j " I should reveal 
Dire Winter after Summer brief, 

And still for them to feel. 

*' Yet list awhile : from that strange lore 

Four pictures shall display 
The long declension of the poor 

E*en to their modern day* 

"The barons' battles flash alar, 

And Severn runs with blood : 
Yet ne'er did that familiar war 

Make scarce the poor man's food. 

'* Ah ! Plenty's smile ! Ah ! Summer days ! 

The mendicants of God 
Cried, as their Francis, on yon ways 

And wastes they barefoot trod : 
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22 In the Swift Night of Old 

By human hands on parchment dim ; 

For sun ne'er rose unwatched by him : 

He heard, as oft the crimson ray, 

Bright usher of some festal day, 

Melted the dense unfolding cloud 

On Catherine's mountain, from the crowd 

In silver peals the clarions fling 

Their welcome to a youthful king. 

Fair Richard, or that holier head 

Back to his nursing mother led 

From lilied Tamise. He doth know 

All the still nights in chambers low ; 

How oft the quivering moonbeams played 

On oaken floors, and boyhood laid 

In slumber. On the novice' sight 

He spread that dream where falcons bright 

No more should mount in storm-swift flight 

O'er forest glades, nor cherished steed 

Should turn, beseeching to be fed : 

Nor Summer from the well-known hills 

Toss all his garden daffodils. 



1^ 



28 Four Years After 



11. 

Ah, they say, speak not for others: thou art a 

degenerate son ; 
Worse than useless thy complaining: see, thy 

Mother marches on. 

Well, then, only for one wounded will I here con- 
fession make ; 

Here where mournful tears of evening trickle from 
the darkening brake ; 

One pale golden gleam of sunset, lamplike on the 

wooded hill. 
Guards the cloud-enwoven curtain, where One ear is 

listening still : 

Not as where all ears are listening for some new 

thing to be told ; 
And the temptress tongue is bid for, and in yonder 

Athens sold. 
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Nor shall e'er thy lodger Science, with her gases 

and her knife, 
Teach thee shifting sands of senses build man's 

intellectual life. 

Thus austere, thy poet loved once : in his faultless 

singing meet 
All the rigours of thy thinking, all that cha&teness 

gives of sweet. 

Loved he too thy wolds and rivers ; and to the 

olden watershed 
Came one moonlit eve of autumn — came to mourn 

his Thyrsis dead. 

And the magic of thy copses, listing thy eternal 

chimes, 
And thy swain,* on slopes of summer clearly fluting, 
filled her rhymes. 

But the dirge of Dorian waters closes the enchanting 

song; 

Nevermore his brother singeth who to Nature must 

belong. 

♦ A. H. Clough. 
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VL 

So by pagan paths thou leadest to thy double goals 

on high ! 
Light, that oft must turn to darkness ; sweetness, 

into apathy ; 

So on virgin snows of Reason, and along her 

dazzling horns , 
Fare thy gifted ones : but sudden Doubt's sheer gulf T 

before them yawns. 

While beneath them in her valley Faith still keeps 

the scorned hearth ; 
And her gaze can fix still heavenward, though her 

steps are on the earth. 



Light and Dark in Spring 



'Tis vain a sorrow here to find, 
Or sighing in this balmy wind 
O'er Nature rising fresh and kind. 

With all her eyes she is awake : 
Anemones their whiteness make 
Beneath the purple-budding brake : 

And, like a vein of bounding blood,. 
Her brooklet at its tiny flood. 
Threading lush mazes of the wood. 

Wends out to meadow waterways 
Amidst her hyacinths' blue haze 
And all the marigolds ablaze. 



Light and Dark in Spring 39 

II. 

No darkness comes upon the noon, 
Such as in lost Judaea's swoon 
And Satan's hour was poured upon 

The shimmering olives on the hill, 
And gloomed the foaming of the rill, 
And made each plumaged warbler still. 

But in yon copse each tufted tree 
Like green crest on a sunlit sea 
Joins the gay tumult, blest and free. 

No symbol sad of sin and care. 
No crosses three are outlined there 
Athwart the boon unclouded air. 

The golden catkins are aglow : 
But will their rifled tassels show 
That scene of triumph changed to woe 

When waving palms by palms were met, 
And all the singers' tide was set 
Down the strewn slope of Olivet ? 



40 Light and Dark in Spring 

Bright on yon spire shines chanticleer : 
Strange emblem of a dawning drear 
And clangour mocking Peter's fear. 

I hear the lark's wild ecstasy 
Lost in high azures of the sky : 
But no exceeding bitter cry. 

Nor e'en yon robin's russet breast 
To Calvary's tree was ever prest ; 
For Nature's festival he's drest. 

III. 

Ah, fields ! ah, seas of bursting green ! 
Have ye forgotten what hath been 
To win your joyous look serene ? 

Or is it that Man's heart hath found 

Oblivion in this splendour round, 

And in your peace all remorse drowned ? 

This Love transfusing wintry gleams, 
. Which on the bush an incense seems 
And living breath upon the streams. 



Light and Dark in Spring 41 

Can it portray the Love that wore 
Our flesh and every burden bore, 
Till iron and the death-swoon tore 

Body from soul ; and downward bent 
Blenched lips which to the firmament 
Their cry of dereliction sent ? 

Doth Man still recreant grasp the bliss 
Which wooes him on a mom like this, 
And yet the Son doth never kiss ? 

IV. 

Wherefore rejoice ? Yon spire doth rise. 
But pagan manner hardly dies ; 
The little world in bondage lies. 

The farmer strides the laughing lea 
Unshriven as the innocent tree ; 
In sooth he is no Pharisee. 

Or if to him aught mystic come, 
'Tis some dim touch of heathendom ; 
It chases far the Gospel gloom. 



42 Light and Dark in Spring 

The April sun has dashed the tears 

From Ostria's cheek : and why should fears 

Or sorrow mar the look she wears ? 

Balder was dead : but now in white 
He lives again in floods of light : 
And Odin gladdens at the sight. 

These hearts are fat as brawn within ; 
And who shall there an entrance win 
With any whispers of earth's sin ? 

For them no change their Easter brings 
Save the brute movement of the springs : 
The oak is cased with annual rings 

On growths of comfortable years ; 
And knells of Passiontide fall on ears 
Quite void of mediaeval fears ; 

Nor wake within a noble pain 

Midst darling hates, and thoughts that stain, 

And thick thorns choking unseen grain 
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While earth's increase they mark so well, 
And all her greening blades can tell 
And how her fifty-folds will sell. 

While their strong hind the harrow lifts, 
And all the gathered grossness sifts 
To ftise it on his smoking drifts. 

But sordid aims shall never tire : 
And sturdy sins to son fi*om sire 
Live on beneath the rural spire. 

And souls are burdened still, and bound 

In Nature's simple painless round 

Still balmless for their cancerous wound. 

V. 

Yet see, one crawls afield : no gains 
Hath Earth for him : but only pains. 
The heritage of winter rains. 

Away the veteran hand they fling ; 
Without him from the genial spring 
Their cautious profits now they wring. 



44 Light and Dark in Spring 

And all the almoners of the poor 

Have fled yon Priory : now Christ's store 

Is locked behind the Union door. 

And so he locks his heart to love 
And God's own dying to remove 
A long-stored vengeance from above. 

He hears not in the Passion song 
A vengeance on one rural wrong : 
It doth the suffering still prolong ! 

VI. 

Yes ! yes ! an evil festers still ; 
For all the living airs that All 
Yon copses on the morning hill. 

And yet up Golgotha's dark stair 
A breeze most magic, yet most fair, 
Shall meet each mourner mounting there ; 

And flood him, as with cleansing tide, 
Wafted from where ApoUyon died 
Beneath a Saviour's wounded side ; 
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Where flashed in gloom the avenging knife 

And cut the canker eating life. 

The greed, the pride, the sin, the strife, 

And once again man's life-blood gushed. 
And all his soul with health was flushed, 
And all his heart in love was hushed. 



Nicias and a Sequel 

O'er Athens' columned citadels 

And green Arcadia's shepherd dells, 

O'er Sparta's rock-encircled valley, 

And white sails of the bounding galley 

That slowly breaks the Ionian foam. 

Straining for Hellas and for home, 

The Dawn is coming : on the flow 

Of Western waves she reddens now, 

And bursting upon Sicily,' 

Her trembling purple fldods the sky : 

But, untouched by her rosy fingers. 

On each dark hill the night-cloud lingers ; 

Nor yet the rocks, where dews are streaming. 

Upon the precipice are gleaming ; 
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Nor yet the pines — ^with sombre dress 

Covering the craggy wilderness, 

Where never climber dare intrude 

On JEtna's fiery solitude — 

Pierce through the mist's enfolding cloud 

With one spire of their tufted crowd : 

Only from out the gray profound 

Is heard afar the cataract's sound, 

As rushing from its airy steep 

Onward it dashes to the deep. 

But, see ! before advancing Day 

The morning mists have rolled away ; 

And colours from that magic beam 

Flash out upon the winding stream, 

And woods in untamed majesty 

Toss their bright foliage to the sky. 

Where, clear above the unnumbered throng, 

Sweet Philomel begins her song. 



But can the light on wood and river 
Rekindle hopes now quenched for ever ? 
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The tears that blind the Athenian's eye — 

Can they take pleasure from yon sky ? 

Or loves he now the sparkling wave 

That rolls above his comrade's grave, 

And drifts toward the death-strewn shore 

Each shattered trireme, mast, and oar. 

And bursts in idly-foaming spray 

Far at the entrance to the bay. 

Where the chained galleys, firm and high. 

Deny him flight and liberty ? 

From Syracuse a sound is sent. 

And turret, dome, and battlement. 

Are ringing with the exulting cry 

Of paean-chanting victory : 

And beacon-fires are smouldering still 

On Euryalus' castled hill, 

And high upon Plemmyrium 

Bid the Sicilian armies come. 

To view the last expiring throe 

Of their thrice-baffled captive foe ; 

And from each inward-gazing glen 

The dread alarm of coming men 
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Sounds o'er the marsh, where, silently, 
Anapus wanders to the sea ; 
Or seems to sound : each airy breath 
To that doomed army whispers death. 



Despair has hushed the pielrcing cry 
That rose from thousands to the sky, 
When S)n'acuse, but yesterday. 
With one clear paean swept the bay. 
And forward o'er the drowned and dying 
Pressed on their ranks in panic flying 
As leaves of Autumn, pale and sere. 
Are crowded on the wind-swept mere. 
And he stands there whom Athens sent 
To be the unwilling instrument 
Of her ambition's wildest deed : 
Whose warning voice she would not heed. 
But what if years of fight and storm 
And pain have marred his wasted form. 
Pain that his country, heeding not, - 
Still bound him to the soldier's lot ? 
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And what if power and fame be fled ? 
High Duty's laws are never dead. 
Lit by a flame within the heart, 
They brighten, never to depart. 
'Tis Athens still that fills his sight, 
And breathes within the undaunted might 
To save the remnant of her host : 
While life remains, not all is lost. 



And now another morning shines 

Upon their long retreating lines, 

And loud the wail is heard again 

From the death-cumbered shore and plain. 

Onward, with unaverted eyes, 

They pass, where in the gateway lies 

The abandoned crowd : they must not see 

That last despairing agony ; 

Though oft a son's or father's groan 

Is heard in answer to their own. 

But others, with last hope still strong, 

Are following wistfully along ; 
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Some to their once-loved comrade clinging, 

Round his dear neck their arms are flinging, 

And wildly calling on their love 

With cries and tears that may not move, 

Till, feebly sinking in despair. 

They pour to heaven their latest prayer. 



The last farewell is over now. 

And they move forward, mute and slow. 

But ever memory recalls 

That voyage from Athens' clamorous walls. 

And hopes that grasped in victory 

All treasures of the Western sea ; 

And then the days which cast their brave 

To welter on the harbour wave ; 

Or, slain in fight, no burial given, 

To lie beneath the unpitying heaven. 

And last, the flight fi-om that dread shore 

To ills perhaps unknown before, 

O'erpowers them : and the starting tear 

Speaks of the woes too hard to bear. 
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But Nicias* voice is ever by 

To cheer their deep despondency. 

" For ills ye cannot now retrieve, 

Forbear, my countrymen, to grieve ! 

Forbear the unavailing tear 

For those beyond the reach of fear ! 

The wings of Nemesis, which over 

The invading squadron darkly hover, 

Are soaring now, for she has spent 

Her last wrath on our armament. 

And bears to the Olympian king 

The tribute of long suffering ; 

Nor can the offended Power deny 

To humbled hearts security. 

Look on yourselves ; and chase Despair 

From out those ranks still firm and fair 

With discipline ; where'er ye go, 

A city terrifies the foe. 

Which towers can never fortify 

As the brave soul and spirit high. 

E'en now from off her unmanned walls 

Your own Athene loudly calls 
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Is answered by Italia's sons 
From all their steel-clad galleons : 
A prince upon the gangway goes ; 
The sword is bared on Europe's foes. 



So hopes are high, and hearts are light ; 
Thy preludes ever end aright. 
Still on thy ringing plains of Troy 
Thou show'st the brief delirious joy : 
But then thou callest men to list 
Thy fallen great protagonist, 
Him who from Salamis came in ships. 
In accents taught by thy pale lips. 
Ere from his side the bursting shower 
Shall feed the purple-blooming flower. 
Upon the grassy stage complain 
That the fast friend doth not remain. 
Yes, pennons there, once friendly, fly 
Of England and of Italy. 
They speed to join the stem conclave 
Stretched many a league along the wave; 
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JO The Life of S. Augustine 

And now fair Milan's palaces among 

He walks where statesmen meet, and soldiers throng. 

Down each proud street the patriot eye may see 

All the green ocean of her plains still free ; 

Still with their cloudlike lines of lifted snow 

The aerial Alpine ramparts stop the foe. 

But whispers from another world are there 

When blessed Ambrose fills the Christian chair. 

From clamorous tasks to please an emperor's ear 

The Afric catechumen steals to hear : 

And now how grandly after Arian storm 

The Faith he once maligned is gathering form ! 

How the faint outlines which Plotinus drew 

In John's great gospel glow with colours true ! 

" The Word descending to its fleshly screen 

Sinks wounded on the way of life's dark scene ; 

And the proud pilgrims of eternity, 

Ceasing to trace their lineage in the sky, 

Must lower their eyes where He is at their feet. 

Must kneel abased and there a brother greet ; 

And uncomplaining take his proffered cup : 

Then, and then only, will He lift them up." 



yS Paraphrase of Isaiah xxi. i-io 

What words are those ? What rumours rang ? 
They pierce me as a woman's pang ; 

My loins are filled with woe : 
Mine ears are stunned with wild amaze ; 
And Fear drifts darkness, as I gaze : 

My heart is panting low : 
No more for me eve's lovely calm ! nought but a 
prophet's pains, 

" For feasting open all the doors, 
With carpets cover all the floors :" 

'Tis Babel's revelry. 
But hark again ! " Arise, ye Lords ! 
Oil for the shield-belts ! whet the swords ! 

Let battle end the day !" 

For on the towers a watchman is set, on Zion's 

hill, 
And by the Lord I ask, " What vision now is thine ? 
Thine eyes are strained, they're drinking some wonder 

tothefiU!" 
" I see the conqueror come : I see the lengthening line. 



Paraphrase of Isaiah xxi. i-io 79 

From desert gloom 
The asses come, 
And camels there 
Step pair by pair, 
And side by side 
The horsemen ride." 



Sharply he listens, but in vain 
They vanish on the hazy plain. 
From his high station on the walls 
His groan, as baffled lion's, falls ; 
" I stand in the morning, 

I outstay the daylight, 
Beneath the stars burning 

I watch out the night. 
But hold ! again — 'tis a cloud of men : I see them 
shine; 

In line unending. 

Pairs of horsemen are wending. 



8o Paraphrase of Isaiah xxi. i-io 

" They shout of victory : they are calling, 
' Babylon in the dust is falling, 
Her graven gods are low. 
The sculptured forms of her high gods are prostrate 
now !' •' 



Ah, for the flail that works the world 1 and thee, my 

wheat. 
Child that wast cradled on that floor, and livest yet, 
I tell thee now this vision from the Lord. 
Who rules those moving hosts, hath sent this Word. 



In the Valley of Sia 

Upward still the pines are marching, 
Sombre round their snow-piled lawns ; 

Mounting where the eagle screeches, 
Climbing still the silver horns ; 

Leaving many a cow-bell calling 
On the velvet sl<3pes beneath. 

And the noontide cloud-rifts dropping 
Golden gleams on purple heath ; 

Leaving men and grass and cattle ; 

Kindred in a darkling throng, 
Sons of other ages, singing 

All unheard eolian song ; 
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82 In the Valley of Sia 

Where shall never shipmen's axes 
Lay their crests in ruin low ; 

Never hunter tread their countless 
Needles on the virgin snow. 



Nicolas 1 see along the edges 
How they fringe the steep abyss 

Spiring, some, for ever skyward, 
E'en upon the precipice. 



Nurslings fallen in strangest cradles 
Well they knew, those seeds of fire. 

Breeze may woo them, storms may buffet, 
Only sunward to aspire. 



Nicolas ! Exile ! may such soaring 
To thy ardent soul be given ! 

Dare it droop in stony places ? 

Look it must still straight to heaven. 



In the Valley of Sia 83 

Take this memory of a noontide 

In the Pyrenean glen ; 
Take it to thy Dacian cities, 

Bear it in the throng of men. 
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^To H.R.H. The 



^December 14, 1891/ 

And so, like others of our time — 

Those good, glad days, eight years ago. 
With manhood's dawning light aglow. 

And loud with careless laughter's chime — 

You, sir, have found your heart's desire ; 
And now, with eager step elate, 
You enter through Love's palace-gate. 

To tend his sacred altar-fire. 

England rejoices ! Not alone 

In this bleak isle, mid northern seas. 
But wheresoe'er by vagrant breeze 

The rumour of your spousal blown 

Beyond our narrow, home-bound ken, 
O'er lonely lands 'neath alien stars. 
And late discovered harbour-bars. 

Visits the hearths of Englishmen ! 

Henry Francis Wilson. 

(Late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridife.) 
Cofynght. J ^ 5 / 



Duke of Clarence/ 

A. d. xix. Kal. Jan. mdcccxcii. 

Olim cohort! care sodalium, 
Queis annus almos ille dabat dies 
Octavus abhinc et juventam 
Purpuream facilesque risus, 

Tu nunc, quod istis cessit amantibus, 
Voto potitus, limina trans dei 
Haud segnis incedes, beatasque 
Igne fovens adolebis aras. 

Te prosequuntur cordibus Angliae ; 
Et ipsa nostrum cui gelidis agri 
Undis inhorrescunt, et arctam 
Hancce supra levis aura si quam 

Jam nuptiarum nuntia viserit, 
Vastis relictas sideribus plagas, 
Portusque jam sero reclusos 
Sicubi deveniunt carinae. 
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Extracts from reviews on** A Harp from the Willows'* 

" A poem of mudi interest . . . pleasant to read. The author, 
in spite of his limited sym^ithies, wins respect by his uncerity 
and fervour." — Saturday Ktvitw. 
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LOST CHORDS. 

Extracts from reviews on ** Lost Chords.** 
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Solomon,' was suggested by a translation, with comments made 
on it, by the Rev. Henry Deane. Mr. Moore has rendered it 
into verse with some dramatic effect. ' On the Upper Thames ' 
is written in an entireljr different style, possessing a pleasant 
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